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" But the population of Baghdad nearly killed you,
didn't they, thinking you had done so ? "

I shrugged my shoulders.

The Governor neither offered us cigarettes nor ordered
coffee, which was unusual in these parts. (How barbarous
must an Arab of the old school consider us when he comes
to the West!)

" In another month," he added, " the British will be
driven into the Persian Gulf."

" No doubt," I said wearily, " but I want my supper."

" You shall have every comfort in your own quarters,"
said the Governor darkly, " but I thought that it would
interest you to know that your Army is now in retreat.
Many prisoners have been taken."

He stared at us in silence for some time (we showed no
emotion) then turned to his friends and made them a little
speech in Turkish ; finally he dismissed us with a jerk of
his head.

That night we passed in a bug-ridden and flea-full
hovel, whose only furniture consisted of a chair. Our
sergeant was sitting on it when an officer came in and
jerked it from under him, leaving him on the floor. As a
trick it was neat, but as manners, deplorable.

We were very glad to leave Samarra.

Next day we met a Turkish squadron going down to
the siege of Kut. The men were a splendid type, and their
officers were most chivalrous cavaliers : here in the desert
where luxuries were not to be had for money or murder,
they gave us a handful of tobacco or a packet of raisins,
and asked us to share their meal. With them we felt at
ease. They were soldiers like ourselves and asked no
awkward questions.